
As you like it. 


Qrlan. Now by the faith of my louc, I will ; Tel me 
where it is. ' 

R»f Go with me to it, and lie fhew it you: and by 
the way, you ihal tell me,where in the Forreft you liue: 
Wilyou go? 

Orl. With all my heart,good youth. 

K°f Nay, you mud call mcc Rofaltnd : Come lifter. 
Will you gq? Exemt. 


Scoena Tertu 


a. 


Enter Clowne, Audrey,&tuques; 

Clo . Come apace good Audrey % I wil fetch vp your 
Goat zs, Audrey ; and how A /drey am I the man yet ? 
Doth my Ample feature content you 1 

Aud. Your features, Lord warrant vs:what features ? 

Clo. I am heere with thee,and thy Goats,as the mod 
capricious Poet honeft Ouid was among the Gothcs. 

Iaq m O knowledge ’ll! inhabited, worle then lone in 
a thatch’d houfe. 

Clo . When a mans verfes cannot be vnderftood, nor 
a mans good witfecondcd with the forward childe, vn- 
derftanding; it ftrikes a man more dead then a great rec¬ 
koning in a little roome : truly,I would the Gods haddc 
made thee poeticall. 

Aud. 1 do not know what Poetical is: is it honeft in 
deed and word: is it a true thing? 

(flo. No trulie : for the trueft poetrie is the mod fai- 
ning, and Louers are giuen to Poetrie : and what they 
fwcare in Poetrie, may be faid as Louers,they do feigne. 

And. Do you wifh then that the Gods had made me 
Poeticall i 

Clow. I do truly : for thou fwear’ft to me thou art ho¬ 
neft ; Now if thou were a Poet, I might liauc fome hope 
thou didft feigne. 

And. Would you not haue me honeft? 

Clo. No truly, vnlcffe thou wer: hard fauour*d : for 
honeftic coupled to bcautie, is to hauc Honie a favvee to 
Sugar. 

laq. A materiall foole. 

Aud. Well, I am not faire, and therefore I pray the 
Gods make me honeft. 

Clo . Truly, and tocaftaway honeflievpponafoule 
flut,werc to put good meate into an vnclcanc difh. 

And. I am not a flut, though i thankc the Goddes I 
am foule* i 

Clo . Well,praifed be theGods, for thy foulncfle;flut- 
ti(hnefle may come hecreafter. But be it, as it may bee, 
I wil marric thee : and to that end, I haue bin with Sir 
.Qhuer Mar-text^ the Vicar of the next village, who hath 
promis’d to meete me in this place of the Forreft, and to 
couple vs. 

Iac]. I would fainc fee this meeting, 

Aud. Wei, the Gods giue vs ioy. 

Clo. Amen. A man may if he were ofa fearful heart, 
dagger in this attempt: for heere wee hauc no Temple 
but the wood, no aflembly but hornc-beafts. But what 
though?Courage. As homes ate odious,they are necef- 
farie.lt is laid, many a man knowes no end of his goods; 
ritftu: Many a man has good Hornes,and knows no end 
ofthem. Well, that is whedowric of his wife, 'tis none 
ofhisownc getting; homes,, cuenfopoorctncn alone* 


N o, no, the nobleft Deere hath them as hugcasth^7 
call: Is the fingle man therefore blcffcd ? No, as a wall j 
T owneismore worthier then a village, fo is the f 0 C 
head of a married man, more honourable then the b* 
brow of a Batcheller: and by how much defence it \>T 
ter then no skill, by fo much is a home more prccioi^ 
then to want. 

Enter Sir Oliner Mar-text. 

Heere comes Sir Oliuer : Sir Oliuer OHar-text you 
welmet. Will you difpatch vs heere vndcr this tree ^ 
fhal we go with you to your Chappell ? 

01. Is there none heere to giue the woman ? 

Clo. I wil not take her on guift of any man. 

01. Truly fhe muft be giuen, or the marriage is not 
lawfull. 

Iaq. Proceed,proccedc: lie giue her. 

Clo. Good euen good M r what ye cal’t: how do you 
Sir, you are vcric well met : goddild you for your laft 
companic,I am verieglad to fee you, euen a toy in hand 
heere Sir: Nay,pray be coucr’d. 

laq. Wilyou be married. Motley? 

Clo . As the Oxe hath his bow fir, the horfe his curb 
and the Falcon her bels, fo man hath his defires, andas 
Pigeons bill, fo wedlockc would be nibling. 

laq. And wil you (being a man of your breeding)^ 
married vndcr a bufh like a begger? Get you to church 
and haue a good Prieft that can tel you what marriage is) 
this fellow wil but ioyneyou together, as they ioyne 
Wainfcot, then one of you wil proue a (hrunke panncll 
and like greetic timber,warpe,warpc. 

Clo. I am not in the minde, but I werebetter to bet 
married of him then of another, for he is not like tornar- 
rie me wcl: and nor being wel married, it wil be a good 
excufc for me heereafeer, to le3ue my wife. 

laq. Goc thou with nfec. 

And let me counfei thee. 

Ol. Come (wette Audrey, 

We muft be married,or we muft liue in baudrey: 
Farcwel good M r Oliuer : Not O fweet Oliuer , O braue 
Oliuer lcaue me not behind thee : But winde away, bee 
gone I fay, I wil not to wedding with thee. 

Ol. Tis no matter; Ne’rc a fantafticalknauc ofthem 
all fhal flout me out of my calling. Exeunt 


Scoena Quarta. 


Enter Rofaltnd dr Ctha.' 

Rof. Newer talke to roe,I wil Vveepe. 

Cel. Do I prethee, but yet hauc the grace to rtnfider, 
that teares do not become a man. 

Rof But haue I not caufe to weepe? 

Cel. As good caufe as one would defire. 
Therefore wecpc. . 

Rof. His very haire U 

Is of the diflcmbling colour: 

Cel. Something browner thenIudafics ; 

Marrie his Jciffes are Iudaflej^wne children. 

Rof. Tfaithhis haire is of a good colour. > 

Cel. Anexteilent colour t . r.-.r.-t-, 

YoUrChcffenUt was euer the onely colour J 

Rof .And bis killing isas fuloffanftittej, 

As the conch <oC holy bread. 
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Tv^HeThath bought a paire ofcaft lips ofDoana : a 
tj m of winter. fifterhoodkiffesnot more religiouflic, 

u?verv vcc ofehaftityisin them. 

tb 2 But why did hee fwcare hee would come this 

^irtrning» an< ^ comes not. # .. 

^ Cel Nay certainly there is no truth in him. 

nof. Doe you thinke fo ? 

Yes, I thinke he is not a picke purfc,nor a horfe- 
but for his verity in louc, I doe thinke him as 
oJcaue as a coucred goblet,or a Worme-eatcn nut. 

C ° Ktf Not true in loue ? ... 

r i Yes,when he is in,but I thinke he is not in. 

j> 0 r You haue heard him fwcare downright he was. 

C L Was,is not is: befidcs, the oath of Loner is no 
ftroneer then the word of a Tapfter, they are both the 
otifirmer of falfe reckonings,he attends here in the for- 
rtfton the Duke your father. 

Rof. I met the Duke yefterday, and had much que- 
ftion with him: he askt me of what parentage I was; I 
told h' 11 * as §°°^ as ^* c > f° laugh’d and let mee goe. 
But what talke wee ofFathers, when there is luch a man 

it Orlando l . 

Cel. O that’s a braue man , hee writes braue veries, 

foeakes braue words,fweares braue oathes, and breakes 
them brauely, quite trailers athwart the heart of his lo- 
uer as apuifny Tiber, f fpurs his horfe but on one tide, 
breakes his ftaffelike a noble goofe; but all’s braue that 
youth mounts, and folly guides : who comes heere ? 

Enter Corin. 

Corn. Miftrefle and Mafter, you haue oft enquired 
After the Shephcard that complain’d of loue. 

Who you faw fitting by me ontheTurph, 

Praifing the proud difdainfull Shephetdefie 
That was his Miftrefie. 

Cel. Well: and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will lee a pageant truely plaid 
Betweene the pale complexion of true Loue, 

And the red glowe of fcorne and prowd difdaine, 

Goe hence a little,and I fhall condmft you 
Ifyouwillmarkeit. 

Rof. O come, let vs remoue. 

The fight of Louers feedeth thofe in louc : 

Bring vs to this fight, and you fhall lay 

He proue a bufie adfor in their play. Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


• - • . Enter Siluins and Phebe. 

S/l. Sweet Phebe doe not fcorne me, do not Phebe 
Say that you loue me not, but fay not fo 
In.bitterneffc; the common executioner 
Whofe heart th’accuftom’d fight of death makes hard 
Falls not the axe vpon the humbled neck. 

But firft begs pardon : will you fterncr be I 

Thenhc.th.at dies andliucshy bloody drops? - a >:<>:■ 


l; V. 


A~0 


Enter Rofaltnd, Celia, and Corin* 

Phe. I would not bethy executioner^ j. 

I flyc thee^for I would! not iniurc thee: ; > K > a 
T hou teUftqic there is murder^io mine cye $ o j 

’Tispretty fme^ndtery probably ■ f.. i'j> 


That eyes chat are the frailft, and fofteft things, 

Who fihut their coward gates on atomyes, 

Should be called tyrants, butchers,murcherer$<, 

Now I doe frowne on thee with all my heart. 

And if mine eyes can wound,now Let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to fwound. why now fall downe. 

Or if thou eanft not, oh for ftiame, for Ihame, 

Lye not, to fay mine eyes are murtherers: 

Now fticw the wound mine eye hath made in thee. 
Scratch thee but with a pin,and there remaines 
Somefcarreofic: Leanevponarufti 
The Cicatrice and capable impreffure 
Thy palmc Ionic moment keepes: but now mine eyes 
Which I haue darted at thee,hurt thee not. 

Nor I am fure there is no force in eyes 
That can doe hurr. 

Sil . O deere Phebe , 

If euer (as chat euer may be neere) 

, You meet in fome frefh cheekc the power of fancie. 
Then fhall you know the wouuds inuifible 
That Loues kcene arrows make. 

Fhe. But till that time 

Come not thou neere me: and when that time comes ? 
Affl & me with thy mockes, piety me not. 

As till that time I fhall not piety thee. 

Rof And why I pray youPwho might be your mother 
That you infulc,exu!t ; arul all at once 
Ouer the wretched ? what though you hau no beauty 
As by my faith, I fee no more in you 
Then without Candle may goe davke to bed : 

Muft you be therefore prowd and pittilefle? 

Why what mcanes this ? why do you lookc on me ? 

I fee no more in you then in the ordinary 
Of Natures fale-worke^ 'ods my little life, 

I thinke fhe meancs to tangle my cies too : 

No faith proud Miftrefle, hope not after it, 

’Tis not your inkie browes,your blackefilke haire. 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheekc of creame 
Thac can entame my fpirits to your worfhip: 

You foolifti Shephcard, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy Sourh 3 pufting with winde and raine. 

You are a thoufand times a propercr man 
Then fhe a woman. Tis fuch foolcs as you 
That makes the world full ofill-fauourd children : 

’Tis not her glafle.but you that flatters her, 

And out of you (he fees her felfe more proper 
Then any ofherlineamcnts can fhow her : 

But Miftris, know your fclfe,downe on your knees 
And thankc heauen, fading, for a good mans louc; 

For I muft tell you friendly in your earc, 

Sell when you can,you arc not for all markets; 

Cry the man mercy,loue him,take his offer, 

Foule is moft foule,being foule to be a fcoffer. 

So takeher to thccShepheard,fareyouweil. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a yere together, 
I had rather here you chide,then this man wooe, 

Ros. Hecs falne in louc with your foulneffe, & fhcc'll 
Fall in loue with my anger. If it be fo,as faft 
As (he anfweres thee with frowning lookes, ile fauce 
Her with bitter words: why looke you fo vpon me? 

Phe. For no ill will I bcare you. 

Rof I pray you do not fall in loue with mee. 

For I am falfer then vowes made in wine: 

Bcfides,I like you not: if you will know my houfc, 

# Tis at the tufft of Oliues, here hard by: 

Will you goe Sifter ? Shcpheardjply her hard: 

Come 
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